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Nor less it pleased in livelier moods,
Beyond the hounding hill to stray,
And hreak the livelong summer day

With "banquet in the distant woods;

Whereat we glanced from theme to theme,
Discuss'd the hooks to love or hate,
Or touch'd the changes of the state,

Or threaded some Socratic dream;

But if I praised the busy town,

He loved to rail against it still,
For c ground in yonder social mill

We rub each other's angles down,

And merge* he said c in form and gloss
The picturesque of man and man/
We talk'd : the stream beneath us ran,

The wine-flask lying couch'd in moss,

Or cool'd within the glooming wave;

And last, returning from afar,

Before the crimson-circled star
Had fall'n into her father's grave,

And brushing ankle-deep in flowers,
We heard behind the woodbine veil
The milk that bubbled in the pail,

And buzzings of the honied hours.

HE tasted love with half his mind,
Nor ever drank the inviolate spring
Where nighest heaven, who first could fling
This bitter seed among mankind ;
That could the dead, whose dying eyes ^
Were closed with wail, resume their life,
They would but find in child and wife
An iron welcome when they rise :